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at the habitual spot, Mademoiselle picked up a stick and hit
it against the nearest tree trunk to prove whether it was
brittle or not. If it withstood the test she then threw me to
the ground holding me up by my heels, and proceeded according
to habit. This, she explained, was in order that I should know
my lessons.
One morning I lingered over dressing, deliberately meaning
to be late. Mademoiselle uttered dire threats of punishment,
and startedfor the woods with Peter. Instead of following them,
I hurried to my mother's room; she was in bed, all lace and
frills and mauve ribbons, and with a breakfast tray by her
side. I explained somewhat incoherently that " she beats me
every morning, and I can't ... I can't bear it! "
" What ? " My mother's tone sounded incredulous. She
called her maid: " Fran^ine, go and fetch a clean shirt for
little Claire. She shall stay with me all day."
Strange sounds of merriment reverberated through the house,
and contrasted strangely with the apprehension in my own
heart. A regiment was quartered in the vicinity and the
officers were billeted upon the seigneurial " schloss," thus con-
tributing towards the entertainment of the house party.
With some curiosity I watched the uniformed visitors from the
verandah until presently Mademoiselle returned angrily from
the wood in search. She discovered me at last, and my mother
told me to go and wait outside the door because she " had
something to say."
I listened to the stormy scene that ensued, wondering
whether it meant release at last. Surely Mademoiselle would
be dismissed. I saw myself telling Peter the glad news. The
end had come at last , . . the end . . . the end. . . .
Suddenly Mademoiselle, flushed and furious, came forth.
She led me away. When we reached the boundary of the
wood she shook me.
" The next time you tell tales to your mother, I shall kill
you!"
Summer slid into autumn, tree leaves turned colours such
as our imaginations had not visioned. The house grew quiet,
the party dwindled; bugles and drums one early morning

